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A verv merry Christmas to aH.

Christmas «ve., Think of the poor,

For a man who owns the country, J.
Plerpont Morgan {8 modest

Chiof Brinn deals so much in “pipe
dreams” on his own account that he
is véry apt to accuse others of indulg-
ing iu the same pastime,

Hera's mutiny in the ranks. Dr. Anna
Bhaw, presiden’ of the National Amer-
fean Woman's Suffrage nagsociation,
says evervthing o conpection with
woman sufTrage looks glorious except
the trousers, whilch she will not wear.

Paderewsk!, the great musician, in &
receut interview, declared that both
he and his wile were emphatically and
entirely In favor of votes for women
and thelr admission to the rights of
citizenship and belleved that a real
reform would follow the enfranchise-
ment of all women, Meanwhile, Mres
Padertwaki might contribute to mod-
ern reform by trimming her huaband's
halr

A LESSON FOR LAWYERS.
There ia a little story in the Wiscon-
sin Btate Journal which carries its

own moral. The only point is that the
cases of punishment: are pot more
{reguent

On Blackwell's lsland, New York
City's “land of correction,” there {s
now to be seen a hig man, about L
years old, working as a “white wing

He wears the regulation prison garb
and trundies his Jittle dump cart about,
gathering up the refuse from the
streets of New York's prison city. He
was one of the lending counsels In a
famous murder trial several years ago
He commanded large fees He had &
handsome sul'e of offices. He wore
expensive clothes Hin face was rognd
ruddy sod beaming, his eye keen and
his laugh contagious

One day an old man waes kbocked
down, In the fAnanclal district, and
robbed of valuable securities. A re-
ward was offered for the return of the
securitles, and by and by the thleves
ettered into negotiations. This prom.
ineat lawyver was thelr intermediary
He sald be was their counsel. He was
arrested, and oconvicted as an accom-
plice, because be had nccepted part of
the loot as his fes for undertaking the
negotiations. He was dlsbarred, and
sentenced to Ave monthe on the Island

It is & stooped, tired-eyed man with
stldom & smile, who wheels the litile
refuse c¢art sbout the (sland. When
his time is up, what will he do? His
profession is closed to him, He s a
lisgraced man

What a lesgon to every Youns man
in professional or business Nfe! This
man must have known well that what
he was doing was outside the bounds
of legal e'liice—outside the bounds of
apnor and honesty

But t:e fes was big, and he thought
e could "get away with 1.

That dividing line is always there—
the line bhetween hones'y and dishon-
saty, betwoen right and wrong. Often
there 1s & temptation to take just a
step on 'he other side of it, when the
reward Is big and It seems ar though
It were going to be eafy to “gft away
with "

Lot evary man whom temptation may
sver confront *‘hink wha! must be the
thoughts of that tired-eyed man on
Blackwell's (sland. as bis mind goes
bseck to the day when temptation led
him to crose that line

L — ——r

THE GRATEFUL NATION.

Having speot considerably more than |

$4.000.000.000 for pensions since the
md of the Clvil war, congress ls now
isked for the largest sum on record
his year $105000000 {s needed, and
the estima cs for the next is §185,000,.
W
When it is considered that It |s
' dearly balf a ceatury sinee the close
' of the Clvil war, it Must be admitted
Jhat herg I8 & republic which s not
angrateful. It has pald more to the
surviving vyeterana than the contest
wtimally cost in mopey—something un
- paralleled in history. It seems certan
‘that the appropriations will exceed
100,000,000 annually for a decade
It {s belleved that about 2260000 in-
fividuals enlisted in the uniom army,
including a large number of militia-
men, who are not pensionable
100,000 werg killed, mor:ally wounded
sr died of disease before the contest
muded. It is belleved that there are

l3ow about 800,000 survivors of the| .4 rhe

s Civll war. Altogether, 2,100,000 per
 wnr were pensioned, including widows
wil children, as well as some of other
.2 rs. The law recently passed great-

p iucreanes the sums allowed to act of disgust, sud then same ong fumbisd with the steel trust investigation.

—

L 4

About |

unl veterans, and this {s what causes
'the inecrease, since the pensions are
progressive, according to age.

The average age of enlistment was
{22 ycars. Counting from 1562 as the
| middle of the war, the average veteran
| would be about 72 Iif allve, There were
| many boys who went into the war who
'‘mre #till In the 60's, anll there s Dot
much resson to believe that they will
{all be gone 20 years hence.

This nation makes no apology for ita
| largess, but it 1s certain that no other

country could do so much, N0 matter
how good its Intentions. [t is a noble
example to all the wor.id. There are
more than 300,000 widows on the roll
|and they have & longer expeclation of
{life than the veterans.

l CHRISTMAS AND ITS NOBLE

SPIRIT. 7
Christmas, with {*s holy light, Its cheer,

its good will amobg men, comes 10-| who are ready with good food and|

morrow, Commemorating the birth of
the divine Child, it 1s the most sacred
as well as the happlest day in ail
Christéendom. To the old, no less than
to the young, it reflects the peace of
|God on earth, which is the good wiil
of men amoug men,

There sre many who, out of the
goodness of thelr hearts, wish they
were rich at this time of vear that
! they might do for others, and vet it is
the one season when it is bleased to
bea poor. It celebrates the real virtue
of lowliness and humility. The Child
of Behlchem came Into the world un-
der the most humble circumstances.
IB«:u"n in & manger, He was given to the
world that He might be sacrificod for
mankind. He was "the evidence of
God's great love for man, and it is on
*his account that Christmas, morethan
any other festival, iz significant in its

|

1

l

|

| plate and toaster,

|

{thought both of the religious meaning |
|of the day and of the poor and the un: |

| fortunate
It is the day of days when people
who, though they may have far less

of this world's goods than others. find |

real joy in glving because the aét In-
volves some degree of sacrifice. Is is
noble always to give, but the person
who, in order to do so, must
self-dentsls, keeps the true Christmas
spirit

No work in conoection with lhl' Fen-
eral observance of Christmas
bring greater joy and gratifieation
than that in which The Argus has been
vogaged for severa] years, with the co-
loperation of Migs Dina Ramser, Miss
Margaret Glles and other noble-hearted
women in Rock Island, in
the care of the poor children.
Through the Assoclated Charities, the
circles of the King's Daughters, the
Balvation Army, kod other agencies of
a slmilar nature the poor people are
remembered Christmmas day, with food
and clothing, but con#lderntion of the
children In the happlér sense has not
before besn recognized In so compre-
bensive und systematic a scheme as
that The Argus Santa Claus
| Fund commitiee has pursued. If there
Iiu & poor chlld in Rock Island to whom
Santa Claus will not come this vear,
the oversight unavoidable and the
chilld so negleoted not forgotten
The Argus Santa Claus committes will
make another round New Year's eve,
ong week from today, in order to care
for al] whoe may poesibly have heen
overlooked today. VWhere there are
such Instances, s8ll that {8 necessary is
fo drop The Argus a nDote or postal
giving the pames, ages and locations,
and San‘a Claus will not fall them a
woek from today People who may
have knowlasdge of peor children being
negliacted, will confer a favor by noti-
fying The Argus or either of the com
miitee leaders, Miss Ramser or Miss
Glles,

The goodfellow movement, which
has enabled people who desire to play
Banta Claus thomselves by

which

s

in

{for whom Santa Claus would no' bhe
able to care otherwise, has proven
a happy feature of the Santa (_‘I'xs
spirit, and all who have responded to
the opportunity presented by The Ar-
pus and have been supplied with
namas, ghould not fafl fm the obliga-
tion they Aave taken upon themselves,
They will cause hitter heartaches and
disappointment if they do

The Argus tekes"this occasion to ex-
press its gratitude to all who through
contribution to~the Santa Claus Fund,
or responding to the goodfeliow propo-
si'lon, have cooperated with the abn-
nual movement, and likew!se to Miss
Rameer and Misg Glles and thelr co-
workers and whe, out of the
goodness of bearts, have con-
tributed to the success of the under-
taking.

It is the hope of The Argus that
Santa Clags o all thst he means to
the chlldren of the poor, as well as to
those upon whom Fortune has bestow-
ed & more lindly smile may not over-

all

thelir

look a single chlld in Rock Island at |

| this most holy time

GORDON'S BLUNDER.
Grave Tactical Mistake of a Budding
English General.

When General Gordon was a lad at
schiool he was as mischlevous as most
| bpys. When the bors had dome any-
thing wrong they were shuot vp In m
lsrge, barely furaished room and set

| to write lines from a Latin autbhor.
Gordon was one of the most fre
quent prisoners o thly room, and Le
used to e annoyed LY the boys who
were free coming to the door gnd jeer-
ing st bim through the keybhole. Re-
solving to get eveu,
large syringe. and, taking It with bhim
the next timse Lhe went to write lines,
| be went round to the varions desks
| and sucked up the lok Into the ayringe.

| steps comlug down the passagn. Near

| or and nearer they came snd at last
| balted outside the door. “They are

| syringe to the Reyliole, bhe squirted the

coutenis through with sl the energr 1

be conld muster.
There was a smothered exclamation

make |

could |

AFTER THEATRE SUPPERS.
“_r‘_u.h all the high class restaurants,
grililrcoms and fine hotels in our eity,

the best of service, still most mothers |
prefer having a little supper at home |
for the young people, and many older
ones prefer this arrangement, a&s it
Elves an opportunity for the use of
chafing dish, percolator, electric hot
Both men and wo-
gem can air their new ldeus in cook-
ing and at the same time there is
more sociability and real entertaining
than could possibly be outside of the
home.

Do not make too hard work of it. |
It is really more in a little planning
ghaad and not planning for too great
a varlets. If a Weish rarebit is de-
cided upon, then a slmple salad with
French dressing and coffee or any of
the light cold drinks, or perhaps a|
creamed dish of some chicken, sweet- |
breads and mushrooms is desired, or|
an omelet, scrambled eggs or ovsters,
which may be prepared In so many
ways, and best of all, sandwiches and
coffee, which everyone is sure to like.
See that the marketing is done In!
plenty of time, so everything can be
Prepared even to the butter molded
Just to measure a tablespoon, ligulds
of all kinds in little pitchers on trays,
lamps filled for chafing dish, if the
electric ones are not used.

Whatever meat is to be used should
be measured and cut as desired and |

| the real pleasure comes in.

|

; > |
we Gitchell Kixk |
]
ready with the milk, cream and other'l
seasonings. Then, after dinner the)
table can be quickly laid and iIn a
moment aftdr returning from the the:-t
tre the coffes machine can be all ready
to light In fact, there should be|
really nothing to do but for every ona |
to get busy, as that is really where
It is sur- |
prising how everybody likes to “stir|
things.,"” and the entertaining part will
take care of itself.
SAUCE A LA SCHONBERG,

It was Sovarin who said that “The
discovery of & new sauce was of mora
importance than a new planet”™ |

The following sauce is »articularly
suitable for the chafing dish with fish,

' chicken breast or guinea hen:

Materials® Butter, two tablespoon:

| fuls; flour, two tablespoonfuls; chick |

en broth, two cups; cream. one-haill
cup: tomato sauce, three tab’espoon-
fuls: small onion, one; bav leaf, one;
volk of egg, one; cloves, two; chopped

, parsley, ona teaspoonful; cognac, vane

teaspoonful; white wine, one-fourth
cup: mushrooms, one-half can; sweat.
breads, one pair.

Directions: Brown the hatter and
flour together slightly in the chafing
dish directly over the flame; slice was
onion very fine and cook with thla un-
til yellow, and add the chicken broth.
tomato sauce or stralped pulp, bay
leaf, sma’l cloves, parsley, cognac and
wine, Senson with salt and pepper and
strain. This should all be done pre-
vious to entertaining. unless thers Is
pienty of time. Now add the mush-!
rooms, sliced and browned in a little !
butter, with the diced sweetbreads.
Mix this all well togethen Now add
until thoroughly heated, chicken, lob-}
sler or any other meats mentioned
and when ready to serve, thicken with
the yolk of an egg beaten into the
cream. Stir well for a moment and
serve,

<« Field of Literature <

NEW YEAR AND LIPPINCOTTS.
Not one of the many publications
now being displayed on the news-
stands i8 more attractive—inside or
out-—than the January Lippincott's.
From fts very striking cover by the
Kinney's to its ever-popular depart-
ment of humor, “Walnuts and Wine,"
a: thé end of the book, there isn't a
festure that doesn't demand attention
pud compel flie intarest.. The novel-
efte i “Tropicania,’ a stirring tale of

| love and valor in South America. The

visiting |
and bes:owing happiness upon children |

he procured a !

By and by he heard steaithy foot |

man who wrote it—WIill Levington
Comfort—also wrote those widely-
digcuesed bogks “Fate Knocks at the
Door"” and Routledge Rides Alone.”
whish e a guarantee of the new nov-
elette’'s literary excellence. Neither in
theme nor in treatment does it In
any wise resemble the usual run of
adventure storles. The plot is fresh
and vigorous and there is the skiltal
characterization one has been led to
&pect in Mr. Comfort's stories, The
only ‘*disappointment the reader Is
Hkely to feel is that the tiale is not a
longer one

There's a allotment
sbort stories in the number. Edna Ken-
ton contributes “Mercedes the
Reader”; Angus Lynne, “The Honor
of Battery B"; Amy Crosby, “The
Tuning of Huldah”; Elizabeth Winter,
“Unwritten Law"”; Carl H. CGrabo,
“Poor Art's Sake”: and Harold Sus-

'_Ji'._

with the handle of the door, Tt opened.
and In stalked the head master, |
fance bilack with wrath and his
spnowy siirt frout Lipck with fnk
mugt draw vell aver the
scene whiich folln

Lomwlon Glole

HART'S EASY JOB.
Slept For a Week and Mads Enough to
Live en Far a Year,

To sleep for Nviye. the
London Chropicle. may appeasl to some
&S 1 more attractive alternative than to
work for one's living. But the fenat has
been aclifeved. In the Dally Courant of
Aug 9, 1711, the following advertise-
ment sppears “Nicholas Flart. whe
slept last year In St. Bartholomew's
bospital. Intends to sleep this yvear at

.
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STANLEY OUT FOR ™™
BRADLEY’S TOGA

~

Rep. A. O. Stanley,

Congressman A O. Stanley, demu-l

through the keybole,” Whisper | eras, from the second Kentucky dis-

future genersl, and, phdn' 'M trict, has formally euiounced his can-

didacy to succead Senator W. 0. Brad.
ley, republican:. Staniey has repre
ssdted his district In congress for ten
years. He was prominently \dentified |

of |

Mind- |

ynian, “"Mrs. Warren's BEarring.” There

I8 also another Russian “Short-Story
Measterpiece”—"Comrades,” by Maxim
Gorky. As usual, there i an intro-
duction by the editor,

Forbes Lindgay, the well known
traveler and lecturer, tells some start-
ling things in “The Menace of China’'s
Nevalopment ™ According to him,
there is a very real vellow peril, not-
withstanding it is not a warllke one.
Edward Sherwood Mead, the financial
expert, writes of “The Investor and
the Gold Supply,” giving facts of vital
moement to every Investor, great or
small, Dr. Mead also conducts the
magazine’s financial department, “In-
vestment.” The department “Ways of
the Hour” eontains the following short
bmt moteworthy papers: “The Last
Fefnge of Romance,” by Herman
Srheffzuer; “Overloading the Canal"
by Edwin L. Sabin; “Temperament,”
by Helen Coale Crew; and “The Pride
of Inferiority,” by Percy F. Bicknell.
“Walnuts and Wine,” before-mention-
ed, is full of good things in rhyme and
in prose Minna Thomas Antrim,
author of “Don’t for Boys,” stands
gponsor for some thought-provoking
“Heminders for Boys.”

The poetry in this Issue is of un-
usual inwerest and wonusual merit,
Edith M. Thomas, Ella Whescler Wil-
cox, Alice Hartich, Ethel Halle: Porter,
sud Edward Wilbur Mason arc among
the singers represented.

the Cock and Bottle in Little Britain™
Some further particulars of this rofes
sional somdolist are to be fonu n the
Spectutor for Oct, 1 of tha year. It
that Hart wa eTery  yeur
selzed with a periodical fit of sleepiug,
wlilch began on Aug. 5 and ended on :
the 11th. Its various stages are thus
deseribed:

“On the 1st of that month be grew
dull: on the 24, appeared drowsy; on
‘he 34, fell a-yawning; on the 4th, be
gan to nod; on the Gth, dropped asiee)n
on the fth, was heard to snorve: on the
Tth, turned himself in his bed: on the
Sth, recovered lis former posture: on
the Mh. fell a-stretehing: on the 101h,
about midoight, awaked:; on the 11th, |
in the murning, called for a lHrtle small |
beer.” This performance, it Is asserted,
gained for Hart “enough to support |
bimself for a twelvemeuth."

ApPpears ]

Ohbserving a pussenger with the un-
lighted butt of a cigar in his fingers,
the street car counductor requested him
to put It out |

Polished and Vigorous. i
|
|

“It is out. you chump”™ reﬁpondnll
the passcuger,

“Pandon me,” resumed the conductor,
“If 1 have failed to make wyself clear
The condition to which I had reference
was not one of mere lemporary non-
rombustion, but of elimination, the
eradication, 1 might say, of the physl-
cal presente of your nicotine lad™ rem-
uant, this process followed necessarily
by cessation of the odor now permeat-
ing an atmosphere already somewhat |
deficlent, 1 fear, in the essential ele. |
ment of ozone. 'm a hnmble conduet-
or, and my aim is to please; but. you
big porcine stiff, sou throw that cigar |
thirough the door or I'll throw you and |
it both. See?" |

“Excuse e, professor,” replled the |
passenger meekiy, and the incident |
wns closed.—Philadelphia Ledger.

Knew Her Hubby. i

Mother—1s your letter to your hus |
band ~eady to mnll? |

Married Daughter—It's all done ex
cepting the postseript telllng Lim th |
send me soine more money. I'm look
fng for another sheet of paper.

“Write 1t across the lines ™

“Na, indeed. He'll pretend be coulda’y
read &' —New York Weekly,

1 Wohom
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Stripes and Bars.

The thin girl and the stout girl
were admiring some handsome gowns
displayed in the show window of a
department store,

“I'd like that cne,” sald the fat girl,
indicating one of the prettiest,

“Hub,"” eald the other, *I
wear siripes.”

With a glance at the more than
sx¥iphlike figure of her companion the
stout girl replled:

“Of course not. It would be utterly
fmpossible. Thera wouldn't Be room
to put more than one stiripe used
lengthwize, and if vou wore them horl-
sontally they'd be bars."

never

And Then She Said—
“That's a sad case,” said Mrs. Jones,
as she lald the paper on her kneea and
wiped her spectacles. “A bride struck
dumb after leaving the altar, and by
last accounts she hadn’'t recovered her

| Bpeach.”

“It's the way of the world, my dear,”
eaid old Mr. Jones, with a sigh. “It's
the way of the world. Some men have
all the luck.”

Unromantic.

“She says I am In her thoughts by
day and her dreams by night.”

“Don't you believe 17"

“Do you mean to insinuate that she
is deceiving me?”

“l mean she Is wearing a pair of
ghoes a slze toosmall for her,and by
day Ler thoughts are where her ache

Golng Some.

«Belle—Is she the kind of woman
who would take the bread out of an-
other's mouth?

Beulah—Why, she would take the
halrpins out of another woman's
mouth!

MANY LIKE HIM,

Cook—Gifts will never win a girl's
love. You make her a handsome pres-
ent for Christmas, and you have noth-
ing to show [or it

Hook—Dut I have
ticket for my wateh.

Here's the

Woofl

The men who make the "girly"” ghow
I'a not 4o things by halves
They star & milbmald cho

That it can show

iy 80
s calves,

In New York.

The stranger éntered tha bank and
approached the nearest tellér,

*“I want to make a deposit, Le sald

The teiler looked arcund cautious
1y, and when he spoke his voice had
drosped to a wkisper.

.t ings, commercizl or police?” he
esked.

Vienna's Fame,

“Were you at Vienna when you wers
abroad?

“Why should I go to Vienna?" re-
Jolned the girl of icy hauteur. I
care for pneither musical comedy nor
sausage.”

Good Substitute,
"Uncie, tell me all about All Paba
and the 40 thieves.”
“l do not remember that story. But
1 will, If you like, tell yon about my
Etdropean trip and the 40 hotelkeep-

| ers.”

Won, Anyway.
Bill—And you say the horte won by
o neck?
Jiti—Yes.
Bill—I thought a horse always won
by four feet

Sizing Her Up.
Patience—Why do you think she s
two-faced”?
Fatrice—Hecause she has twice as
much chin &8 other women, and dou-
bia the amount of cheek.

Driven to It
Young Widow—Did ycu have any
trouble getting Jack to propose?
Girl* Friend—No, dear; | wid bim

vou wers #f

Neot Interested.
“Yon really ought to take up the

| study of reincarnation.” said the young

woman of great mentsliry

“Not 1" answered Mr. Du=tin Stax
“These tavesticntions are giving me all
the trouhls concerning my post that |
ean bhanile at presaut"—Washington
Stee

The Argus Daily Story

The Magic Horn—Bv Clarissa Mackie.

Copyrighted, 1312, Dy Assorzialsd Literary Bureaw

The road wound sinuousiy between
tall bedges of blackberry and cat brier.
Woodbine draped the young iocusts

' along the fence, and In places the wild
| grape vioes had Sung tendrils across

the Intervening space untll they formed |
a greem arbor overhead. 'I'he sand
ylelded easily to the tread, and on ef-

| ther side of the road there was a hard

‘tn watch bim.

' blg and

beaten footpath. It was a road for
slow moving conntry wagons or {or pe- |
destrlans apd bad never known the ar-
rogunce of a motorear,

Ilose Lewis lingered under the grape-
vines where the sum filtered through
asnd cast flickering shadows on ber |
white hat and gown. Beneath the
bat's brim her face looked forth as
sweet as her namesakes, the wild roses
of the hedge. Upder ber arm was a
roll of music. for she had been giving |
a plano lesson to the smallest Jones
girl, anf the hour had been obe of such
excrucinting discords that Rose had
sought the lane road, hoping that the
song of n thrush might obliterate the |
fnharmonions sounds that still rang o
her bead.

The thrush was singing on a fall
wind bent chestnut tree, and as he
swnyed to and fro. thrilled with the
ecstnsy of his own song. Rose paused
When be bad ceased
nnd had winged his way to the woods '
beyond the girl still stood there en-
chanted by the bird notes from bough
anid thicket untll from the bighway
that ran thrangh the wvalley below
there came the melody of a horn. Rose
had beard it onee before. Late at night
it had sounded directly noder her win-
dow, and she bhad seen the fash of |
pussing lights and the crunch of auto-
mobile tires in the road as the machine
whizzed past. and the aoun:d had left |
its impression upon her.

Now she started again as it echoed |
through the valley, coming nearer,
nearer. She knew that if she hurried |
to the end of the lane road she would |
see it pass, but she_ didn't want to see |
it. Tose Lewis was a dreamer of
dreams, and she preferreg to delude |
herse!f with the fairy tnles of herl
childliond. Now she laughed as she
told herself that it was the magic born
of the fairy prinee who was coming to
rescue her from a thicket of danger-
ous thorns, She certalnly would not
#£0 to the end of the road and see her |
dream shattered by a mud splashed |
antomoblle flled with veiled and gog- |
gled forms.

The highway crossed the wmdlng].
Inne jnst below the tree where the |
thrush had sung, The horn sounded
ngnin, coming nearer. Its musical |
chord trembliing on the summer air. |
Then with a crackling rush something |
bisck Invaded the winding |
rond. Rose bhud barely time to flee |
into the thorny thicket when there
was a loud explosion, and the big ma-
chine came to a standstill in front of |
her. making her a prisoner among the |
thorns |

From the red leather cushioned seat |
a solltary man sat and stared at ber
from behind big goggles nntil the troth |
of the situntion burst vpon him, Then
he flungz aslde ecap and goggles. tore
off bis linen duster and stepped down
into the narrow path. His handsome
face wans wrinkled with concern as be
nddressed hor,

“I'm afruld I nearly ran you down,"
he sald conrteonsly. *1f you will al-
low me to asslst you out of this mess
of thoris—there. my knife will make |
it ensler—why, your sleeve is torn, and
I'm afrald thes thorns have wounded
you."

Rose was too startled by the snd-
denness of the aceldent to make a re-
ply. 1
At Inst he cot an opening In the |
thicket and gently extricated her from |
the eruel briers that snatched her skirt |
and pressgd ngainst ber rounded arms

| Here und there on ber sleeve was a

| returned It to his" porket.

¢

|
]

red stain of blood, I

“I hope yvou will let me administer
some remedies. | have a little case In
my pocket with everything to aliny
pain, and—there, if you will roll ap
your sleeve a little—now, that ought
to ive you some rellef.  Briers are
unsty thinga™  As he talked he wns
dalibing at the wonnds with bits of ab-
sorbent cotton dipped in some pntisep-
tie fvid produced from the mp«llcim-!
ase; then he applied an ointment and
deftly wound a strip of gaoze down
the urm o the slender wrist. When
he had finished he looked regretfully
at his completed work, very much us '
if he wished he could do It all over |
agnin, |

“Thank yon so muoch,” snld Rose |
shyly. “It could have walted until 1 |
reachind home. One Is often scratched |
by thorns in the country.” |

“Bnut 1 drove you Into the thicket, and !
I am responsible for sonr injurles,” he |
protested. withh a winning smile. as he ,'
mnapped the little ense together and
“I'm afrald f
I frightened yon too.”

“1 was frightened for the ‘moment.
Yon ses, one does not expect motor-
ears in the inne rond.”

*“i should soy not!" Le ejaculated, as
f guddenly aware of his predicament.
“It's all the fanlt of my map. [t was
rrensed and broken. ard | could not de-
termine whether the road to ClilTdeh
wns the Hrst or second turnofl to the
left. £o 1 tossed up a coln and took the
first, nnd here | am with a punctured
ire apid nimost bub deepr In sand.” [
He gazed mournfully at the car, whick
quite flled the narrow rosdway with
fts boik.

“You wlll pneed nssistance to get lti
|

out,” , suggested Rose “Mr. Jansen,
the blacrksmith., does (hat
thing. | am sure.”

“Tuark you. It iz very likely that |
he ran belp me put on anotbier tire. |
will lgok Lim op Immediately If yon
will kipdlr direct me”™ He looked
eagerly at Hose. hoplug that the way |
to the bincksmith's shop wonld be Ler |
path niso l

“You must go back 1o the highway.

sort of |

{ the highroad.

and you will find It at the corner of
the Cliffden road, about a gquarter of a
mile beyond here. Ob, may | trouble
you for my music roll?* She pointed
to the thicket, where the forgotten mu-
glc rol! was bhalf hidden among the
weeds

The stranger assisted her into the
path, plioted her beyond the bulk of
the machine and then returned to the
thicker for the music roll. As he ex-
tricated it he could not forbear seeing
the name engraved on a little silver

! plate under the strap.

He gave It to Rose and watched her
as she went along the path away from
in which direction he
must go. He did not know that the
shorter route to the Lewls home would

| be to follow the directions she bad giv-

en him and return to the highway.
Nose wanted to be alone for awhile
She wanted to still the beating of her
beart and to feel the telltale Bush fade
from her lot cheeks before she went
home. She turned around for an In-
atant. and then something happensd
that added to her confusion and em-
barrassment.

When the stranger had thrown away
the bits of absorbent cotton they hnd
clung to the blackberry bushes ke
tufts of snow. Now, as R torned
she saw two birds—a yellow warbler
and his soberly atiired little mate—
hover over the bushes apd then dart
down and awhy with the bits of cotton
in their beaks.

tose fairly ran until she reached a
quiet wood road that would take her
home. It had been the most exciting
day she had ever known. It seemed B8
it every incldent had borne some sig-
pificance because of her foolish dreams
of magle horns and princes.

The man, Neal Hayden, was not un-
moved by what bhad bappened. Once
whon he had been a little tad somebody
had sent him a valentine. It pictured

| a little girl's sweet face paeping from

a bower of wild roses, and the plcture
clung to him all through his boyhood
and youth until he had come to belleve
that when he found his ideal girl she
wonld have the face of his valentine,
and she was always wreathed with
roses. >

The suddenness of seeing the lovely
face of llose Lewls framed In the pink
bloom of wild roses had agitated him
for the moment, and then to learn from
the music roll that her name was Rose
set him to dreaming drenms of his own
as he slewly songht the services of the
blacksmith, He, too, had reddened as
the yellow birds had stolen the Dits of
cotton from the bushes. Every incl-
dent had its significance for him also

The next day there came a bhig box
of pink roses addressed to Rose P
{s. and inside wns Hayden's card with-
out an address. He gxpressed his
hope that Rose had sufiéred no i ef-
fects from her encounter with the
thorns. Rose told the story to her
mother, and the roses occupled a pince
of honor on the pilano, where Rose
found herself softly playing the plain-
tive minor chord that sounded from

‘ the horn of Hayden's automobile.

Rose heard the
sonnd ‘of the horn ns the machine
whirled past ber home. but several
months went by, and ag ghe never saw
Neal Havden ngnin she forbade her-
self to dream of fairy princes and
magle horns and tried to forget the
fncident which at the time hrd seemed
a0 nstonishing to her. But now, In-
stend of dreaming of imagioary
princes, Rose found hersell with a
renl flesh and blood hero, who invaded
her dreams and refused to be ban-
ishied.

Then came a dny when she went
wiilh her cousins to the blg county
fair. [Herp wore gathered many fush.
fonable folks from the country estates
near by, nud here were many men
from the city. Neal Hayden was
there, too, and when *he saw Rose
with the Drake Lewlses. bher consins,
he fairly (lew across the Intervening
gpace and eclalmed Instant friendship
with Drake Lewls, swho had been bis
classinnte at college,

After that It "was only a questjon of
time bhefore Nenl Huayden dared econ-
fess his love for Deake*Lewis' little
country consin.  All through that an-
tumn, when the lane road was turning
to a path of erimson and gold. Hay
den was seeking for words In which
to tell his Then one day when
flic wind was shnking the leaves down
o golden showers Roge wnlked in the
lane moad and saw Neal Hayden com-
ing toward her

She walted, looking loveller thnn
ever In her white knitted coat and
white wool cap.  Just before they met
the same breeze that sent her golden
bnir In little wisps about ber ears
shook a dogwood tree, and from the
Lranches there tumbled the ennningly
woven nest of a yellow warbler.
FFrom it there fAuttered bLits of white
eolton and shreds of the Llue pper
which Hasden had thrown away,

The empty nest fell to the gronnd
between them, and thelr eyes et
above It. and Neal suddenly was
aware that he need npot suy anvihing,
His exes hnd asked the gnestion, hers
kad answered It. and thelr dreamg
come trae,

Often after that

Ilr\'!‘

Dec. 24 in American

History.

17406— Henjnmin mf-.n. “signer.” colo-
ninl congresstuan and emilnent med-
lenl proctitiouser, born; died 1813

1806 —Christopber “Kit") Carson, sal-
dler and scout of the plafns, born:
died 180N,

1811 Burning of the Lichmond thea-
ter. Richmond, Vi.: 50 persons jost
thelr lves, lucinding the goveroor
of the state

1814—Treaty of peace Letween the
United Stutes and Great Britain,
ending the war of 1S1Z, signed nt
Chient. Belgtam

1000 ~Rear Admival Bdwln White, U,
B N, died; borp 18448




